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what I have seen of Gurau. A fine, keen face. He's %rery French, too. Why should *we always try to get at people on what is supposed to be their worst side ? Deputy from Touraine. There must be people we both know.
" Is she going to see me ? Of course. Otherwise she wouldn't keep me waiting. What am I going to say to her ? I'll see. Nothing very definite. Just an atmosphere. A sentimental state in which I find myself and which will betray itself as circumstances suggest. It depends most of all on how she receives me."
The housemaid reappeared.
" If you will come this way, monsieur."
She conducted him to the " modernistic ** boudoir, mouse-grey and pale rose* Just as he entered it, the other door opened. Marie de Champcenais, in a gown almost as free and easy as a wrap, held out her hand to Samme-caud. She had carefully completed her toilet, but at the same time had left an air of hurry about it. Scent, freshness, an atmosphere of moistness accompanied her and invested the meeting at once with a charming physical intimacy.
** I must apologise for receiving you like this."
" And I for having had the audacity to ask you to receive me."
The tone of voice in which he said this was odd* She looked at him.
** Oh, it wasn't so very audacious/*
<f If you had known what was going on in my mind when I suddenly made it up to ask you to see me^ I don't say that you would have found it audacious, because I don't know; but you would have hesitated about understanding it."
" How solemn you are ! . . .   Understanding what ? "
" What was going on inside me/'
" Is it so difficult to understand ? "
<e Difficult to make it sound plausible. It's one of those little internal dramas which the person concerned can comprehend very well, but which look like a bad joke from the outside,"